Except my sight fail 't is no other thing:
Weep not, nor blush, here is no grief nor shame;
To-day put on perfection and a woman's name.

Thy two-leav'd gates fair Temple I unfold,

And these two in thy sacred bosom hold,

Till mystically join'd but one they be;

Then may thy lean and hunger-starved womb

Long time expect their bodies and their tomb,

Long after their own parents fatten thee.

All elder claims, and all cold barreness.

All yielding to new loves be far for ever,

Which might these~two dissever,

Always all th* other may each one possess;

For the best bride, best worthy of praise and fame,

To-day puts on perfection and a woman's name.
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Winter days bring much delight, .

None for themselves, but for they soon bring night;

Other sweets wait thee than these diverse meats,

Other disports than dancing jollities,

Other love-tricks than glancing with the eyes;

But that the sun still in our half sphere sweats;

He flies in winter, but he now stands still,

Yet shadows turn ; noon-point he hath attained,
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